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love, and he for glory. 


she sigh'd for love, and he for glory 
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With her his faith he meantto plight. 

And told her many a gallant story, 

^Till War their honest joys to Might* 

* 

Calld him away from Love to Glory* 

5 

Brave Henry met the foe with pride, 

Jane fo 11 owd, fonght, ah!haplefs story. 
In men’s attire hy Henrys side 

She died for Love, and he for Glory* 




NIEL GOW. 
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NO.. MY LOVE NO. (Kelly) 



While I hang on your bosom distracted to loose you, high 



swells my sad heart and fast my tears flow, yet think not of coldnefsthey 
— f>— -T n -fw. ^ ^ 3 

- fe; c>- 



fall to ac_cuse yon,did I e _ ver u P _b raid you, oh’, no ray love no 

^Fj+f-r 
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I own it would please me at home could you tarry, nor eer feel a 
























































































































































^ Now not dear HAL ’while abroad yon are straying-, 

— That heart which is mine, on a rival bestow, 

^ Nay banish that frown, such displeasure betraying-, 

Do y° u tJl ink I Suspect you,oh. ! no my love no! 

J 1 ^ el,eve yon too kind for one moment to grieve me, 

2 ^^ 1** *• heart that adores you such woe, 

^ Ye ^ should you dishonor my truth and deceive me, 

t Should I eer cease to love you,oh'no my love noi 
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The WOUNDED HUSSAR . 





bleed on the shore, What voice have I heirl, twss my HENRY that 



s : eh’ds all mournful she has_ten\l nor wander’d she far, whe 


" * * f r r r i 
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bleeding and low on the heath she its _ cry d , by . the 
















































































































light of the moon her poor Wounded Hussar . 

2 


From his hosom that heavd,the last torrent was streaming 9 
And pale was his visage, deep mark d with a scar, 

And dim was that eye,once eaprefsively beaming. 

That melted in love, and that kindled in war; 

How smit was poor Adelaides heart at the sight, 


How hitter she wept o\r the victim of war, 

*Hast thou come my fond love,this last sorrowful night, 
To chear the lone heart of your founded Hufsar, 

3 

Thou shalt live (she replied) Heaven s mercy relieving, 
ach anguishing wound shall forhid me to mourn, 
*Ah.no the last pang in my hosom is heaving} 

^ (( No light of the morn shall to Henry return^ 

*Thou charmer of life ever tender and true} 

*Ye hahes of my love that await me afar’* 

His fault ring tcngue scarcel'y could mnrmnr adieu, - " 
When he sunk in her arms the poor Wounded Hussar, 
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Again I sought her Cottage* 
Where grows the clustering Vine 
And where the Maid of LODI, \ ^ 
First chear'd my heart with wine, 
features mild and winning, 

A hlufch now mantled o’er. 

When first I fondly told her, 

I ever must adore • 


3 

Her answer frank and pleasing. 
Has set my heart at rest* 
She scorns by.artful teaaing* 
To pain a gen’rous breast.^ 
And now no more by labour* 

She earns her daily food, 
'The lovely Maid of LODI, % 

Is wealthy great and good , 
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HEIGHO MY JOCKEY. 
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Affettuoso 


The WEALTH of the COTTAGE is LOVE. 




fortune cm ne.ver a_ _ bate , to wealth and to splendor tho’ 




ot_ten de — nied, yet on 


jr - *=**-^ 1 | * ^ — -- ■ 

blessing ye powrs, oh. be it my lot, the choi 


poverty deigns to a -wait, that 



cest “best gift from a — 








































































































































































— bove* deep fixt in my heart shall he nc-ver for - jot, 


the 



ggaftr.- i i 


wealth of the Cot—tage is love , the wealth of the Cot—tage, the 




Whatever ihy condition why should 1 repine. 

By poverty never dH trefs\l , 

Fixulti ng I felt what, a treasure was mine, 

A treasure enshrin’d in my breast; 

That bjefsing ye powers, still be it my lot. 
The choicest best gift from' above, 

^till fixt in my heart shall be never forgot. 
That the wealth of the Cottage is hove . 
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SHE LIVES IN THE VALLEY EEI.OW. 


Hook. 



f’vsh and s 






Ski 
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sh and so lair— — , the hambkins were sporting a—round * ^ when I 
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w a rider J to breathe 


■■ k 

the fresh air — —, and by chance a rjch treasure 1 
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fo and { 


a lafs sat be — neath a green shade y 


for whose 
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in the Valley, &r she lives in the Valley, and she lives in the 


Val—ley, the Valley be_low. 


Her song struck my ear with surprize. 
Her voice like the Nightingale sweet. 
But love took his seat in her eyes, 
Where heauty and innocence meet* 
From that moment my heart was her own. 
For her ev ry wish I forego, 

Shes “beauteous as roses just blown^ 

And she lives in the Valley helow. 


My Cottage with woodbine oergrown, 
The sweet Turtle Dove cooing round. 
My flocks and my herds are my own. 
My pastures with hawthorn are boutid^ 
All my riches Ill lay at her feet , 

If her heart in return shell bestow. 
For no pastime can cheer my retreat 
While she lives in the Valley helow. 
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The LAST SHILLING . 

^ Dibdin) 


Andante 

tit 


t-/ ”As pensive one night in my Garret I sate, my last 


Shilli ug p rod tic d on the Table, that ad— ven..t.J 


g I xfc 


’rer cried I might a 


•*/ Hist rv re late*if to think and to speak it 
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Hist rv re late, if to think and to speak it were 
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a_hle , it were a—hie, 
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if to think or to speak it were able. Whether fancy or magic ’twas 
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play'd me the freak,the face seem'd with life to he filling, & crie<l instantly 

£\ 
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peak,cried instantly speaki: 


SK-Ur. 
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speaking,or seeming to s 


instantly 8peaking,or seeming to speak^ pat at — 
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I was once the last Coin of the Law a sad Limb, 

Who in cheating was ne’er known to faulter , 

Till at length brought to Justice,the Law cheated him. 
And he paid me, to buy him a Halter • 

A Jack Tar, all his rhino but me at an end. 

With a pleasure so hearty and willing, 

Tho hungry himself, to a poor distrefs’d friend, 

Wishd it hundreds, and gave his Last Shilling* 
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Twas the Wife of his Mefs-mate whose tuning eye. 
With pleasure ran oer as she view’d me, 

She chang'd me for bread, as her child she heanlcry, 
And at parting with tears she bedew’d me. 

But Ive other scenes known, riot leading the way. 

Pale want their poor .families chilling. 

While rakes in their revels,the Piper to pay. 

Have spurnd me,their best friend,* Last Shilling. 

4 

Thou thyself hast been thoughtlef»,for profligates bail. 
But to morrow all care shalt thou bury, 

When my little History thou offerest for sale. 

In the interim— spend me and be merry. 

Never, never, cried I,thon’rt my Mentor, my Muse, 

^ And grateful thy dictates fulfilling, 

ari * iNpe in my heart— thnS men counsel refuse, 
ill the lecture comes from the last Shilling. 
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The BEGGAR GI.RL . 


Moderat 
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O-ver the Mountain and o-ver the 
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md barefoot I wande: 
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moor, hungry and barefoot I wander for —lorn, my Fa —ther is 
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>ther is po< 




deadband rtiy Mother is poor,and she grieves for the days that will never re— 
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— turn* Pi—ty kind Cfentlemen, friends of Humanity, cold blows the 
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wind and the nights coming on . Give me somefoodfortiTyMother , in 


























































































































Call me not lazy back beggar, and.bold enongh, 

,Fain would I learn both to knit and to sew, 

I\e two little Brothers at home, when they're old enongh , 
They will work hard for the gifts you bestow. 

Pity kind Gentlemen &c. 


i 3 

Oh.think while yon revel so carelefs and free , 
Seen re from the wind & well cloathed and fed. 
Should Fortune so change it, how hard it would he , 
To be# at a door for a morsel of bread. 

Pity kind Gentlemen &c. 

mother goose. 




















































































NOBODY COMING to MARRY ME. 


Andante 



ha«i„ ef , r , UJ u, » h „, hllll 



do , 


no_bo_dy coming to marry me , no-Vo.dy comin/tJ 
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The first, time I went to my prayrs^ 


\ - 


I prayd for half a year, 

I prayd for a handsome young man. 

With a meikel deal of gear* 

And its oh &c • 

4 

And now I have sung yon my song, 
I fear I shall have it to tell. 
That I shall he obliged. 

To lead blind Apes in hell. 

For its oh &c • 


The last time I went to my prayrs, 

I pray J both night and day* 

Come blind' come lame^ come cripple. 
Come some one and take me away. 
For its oh Uc • 


the BARDs LEGACY . 









































































KTTTY of COLERAINE. 
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Pitch 
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stumbled the Pitcher it turn_bled, and all the sweet But_ter-milk 
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waterd the plain,. O what shall 1 donow,twas looking at you now,sure 



7 ¥~ .j 

F-,--J- 

^ r >-, 

i=t=l 





3 5 

^ 

^^=r=: 


^ Barney Cleary youre sent as a plague to the n.:^ - -r* i — ? — 


Girls of Coleraine. 
















































































































I gat down beside her and gently did chide N her, 

That such a misfortune should give her snch pain, 
A kits then I gave her,and ere I^did leave her. 

She vow’d for snch pleasure shed break it again. 
’Twas Hay making season,I cant tell the reason. 
Misfortune will never come single’tis plain. 

For very soon after poor KITTf’s disaster. 

The devil a Pitcher was whole in Coleraine. 







































































. Your Moll 7 has a *&r teen fTTse she declares,since - 



last time-we parted at CappingT7d Stairs,when 1 swore that 


5TT> I F 

I still would Lon 



1 1 w nne the same, an.l gave yon the Bacco Box mark’d with 


my name* ^nd 



£ a ' e you the Bacco Box marled with my name. 























































































































Thomas I •tayd,for his Trowsers I 
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W 1 





washd & his Grog too I made . 
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pac: 
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Tho’yon promis’d last Sunday to walk in the Mall, 

With Susan from Deptford,aud likewise with Sal, 

In silence I stood your nnkindnefs to hear. 

And only upbraided my Tom with a tear. ^ 

Why should Sal or should Susan than me he more priid, 
•For the heart that is true it should ne’er he dispised. 
Then he constant and kind,nor your Molly forsake , 
Still your Trowsers Ill wash,and your Gro£ too Ill mak 
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AWAY WITH THIS POUTING. 
Words I>y T. M. Esq 1 ; 


SB! 

48: * - 
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i i ^ Me c r~-F' 


^ A _ way with this pouting and sadnefs, sweet Girl will you 
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tie—ver give o'er, I love you hy hea_ven to mad-nefs, and 



a w hat can I swear to you more? Be — lieve not the Old Womans 



fa—ble , that oaths are as short as a kifs, Ill love you as 
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t^'_w a y w th this pouting & sadnefs,sweet Girl will you never give oer. 
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e you by Heaven to madnefs*and what can I swear to you more ? 


If swearing- however will do it* 

Come bring me the^ Calender* pray, 

I vow by that lip. Ill go thro’ it , 

And not mifs a Saint on my wayj 
The angels shall help me to wheedles 
Ill swear uj>on every one, 

That eer danc d on the point of a needle. 
Or rode on abeam of the Sun. 

Then away &c • t 

Oh why should platonic controul love* 

Enchain an emotion so free* 

Your Soul — tho’a very sweet Soul love* 

Will ne’er be suff icient for, me — 

If you think by this coldnefs and scorning. 

To seem more angelic and bright* 

Be an Angel my love in the morning* 

But oh’.be a Woman to night 1 

Then away &c • * 


Come waste not the time in proffefsion 
For not to be blest when we can* 

Is one of the darkest transgrefsions 
That happen’twixt woman U man* 
Pretty Moralistl why thus beginning 
My innocent warmth to reprove? 
Heavn knows that I never lovd sinning— 
Except little sinnings in love* 

Then away &c. 
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time’s a tell tale. 


^^rct c JT^ir r%l^rffir4%l r te 






.4r. i Ji. p=^s=rf 


pn t ecj rf^ 



1 J^Vr- 


s 


s 


pd-.i gt^KCr h^c i rv te - 


N 







































































































































































































































































































































(b&= 

f^\ 


Jfj 


[ t ^ 1 

i-^ 



f- 1 ' 


z\i£~— 




Xnn i i.IiUujIi 1 


±=L 





















































































































































































































































































4 S 



Dear MAY I love thee better. 
Than Christmas Pies so nice. 
To rove the meads is better 
Than sliding on the ice; 

Id rather see the hedges, 

All.white when hawthornes blow. 
Than ride about on sledges. 

When they are white with snow. 


Tis true veve sports n plenty , 
We play at Blind mans buff. 

At Cards weve more than twenty. 
All that is well enough. 

But O to go a Maying 

With sister in the Spring, 

And on the grass be playing , 

Is quite another thing* 


O how I wish'twere warmer. 
And greener out of doors. 
To go and see the Parmer, 


The 


Cattle,and the Mowers# 


Good MAY bring pleasant weather. 
That Ave may run at ease. 

The Nightingale bring hither. 

And Cuckoos if you please. 




























44 























































































































































4 5 




! *r^f 


1*V-' ~mtf 

rftrt 1 

m-^ -\ i -«— - *- 

LJt' Jtt 

- Tr . 

»J> tFrt 

-Ay-, ff ^ 9 d jd_ - LJ- 

T T-\riK 

fesr>^ 

»t|-., r 

--rlPE:jg 

►5-- p-p—»-1 


CROOK AIN A " 

• =jp fc 3". =“ t f=F 

VENEE 

♦* 

r.cs 


■ffte 

^Mf#4£g 

•=g*-f. f fC-iiprii E 

n-g f i r rf 

^ r r :B = 

fniJ 

1 1 1 1"F 

P 

——.1 

1- 1 — LL : 

IF 1 ■■- 1 '"^ 

jfpmrfTfr 

~fc-::| ^il 

’/rj” 

J ~ l . 1 1 r 

1 u ” • ■ ■ • ,1 X 

§=— 

“V.* ; ■ 














































































































































































































































































































































































































































































48 


CRAZY JANE 
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Why fair Maid in e\—,ry feature are such 


gri lt \ 1 r J j 

i signs of fear ex_prefs d,can a 


wan—d 


#=hF 


_JT. ^ 
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farrj£ 
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wan—d'ring wretched creature with such Terror fill thy “breast. do my 
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frenzied looks a—. larm thee, trust me sweet thy fears are viin- —, not for 




crfer =£ 


p£=r or 

ten poor Cra—ay 
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tar 


Kingdoms wonld I harm thee^ ahnn not then poor Cra_ay JANE. 

2 


Dost thou weep to see my anguish* 
Mark me*and avoid my woe* 

When men flatter sigh and languish* 
Think them false —1 found them so. 
For 1 lov'd ohlso sincerely* 

None could ever love again* 

But the youth I lov'd so dearly* 

Stole the wits of Crazy- J ANf , 





























































































Fondly try young heart receivd him. 
Which was doom’d to love but one 
He sigh’d,he vowd,and I helievd him 
He was false-and I nndone , 


From 1 that hour has reason never 
• Held her empire o’er my brain,' 
Henry fled —with him for ever 
< Fled the wits of Crazy JANE. 


LORI) MAYO 




\3 


Now forlorn and brokenhearted. 

And with frenzied thoughts beset, 
On that spot where last we 1 arte'd, 
On that spot where first we met. 
Still I sing my love lorn dittv, 

* Still I slowly pace the plain. 
Whilst each pafser—by in p'ty, ^ 
Cries‘‘God help, thee Crazv JANE. 
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